214                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

port to the International Jury, in the purest
Anglo-Saxon, without a single word derived
from the French, was read by me yesterday.
I have to make another report to my govern-
ment. I think I may leave here about the
2Oth of this month. You will do well to
write to me before the I5th where you shall
be then and what your intentions are. De-
cidedly, I think that the exhibition is a
fiasco. The commissioners advertise and
beat the drum, without attracting the crowd.
They need fifty thousand visitors a day and
are far from obtaining them. Fashionable
people do not go, since the price of admis-
sion has been reduced to a shilling. The
restaurant is detestable. Only the American
restaurant is amusing. You are served
there with drinks more or less diabolical,
which are taken with straws: mint julep, for
example, which would raise the dead. All
these drinks are made of gin, more or less
disguised. I am tired of British hospitality
and of its dinners, which seem to have been
made all by the same inexperienced cook.
You cannot imagine how ardent is my desire
to eat soup at home. I do not know if Ioreign were you   are worth as much as
